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but told me that he always read Carlyle when
"wild with the neighbors." Perhaps his black
list was only a piece of Carlylese. The bi-
'ographer of Frederick did so love the strong
hand! Though, indeed, most men of letters
seem to have a tendency towards an amateur-
ish love of mere strength. They grow impa-
tient of the slow progress of thought perhaps,
and long to touch the hilt of the sword.

I have some literary news from Ireland.
Mr. T. W. Rolleston, who has just translated
Walt Whitman into German, is now busy on
a life of Lessing for Mr. Walter Scott, who
published last autumn the shilling reprint of
his translation from Epictetus. Mr. Rolleston
has just removed to Dublin from his pretty
Wicklow house, where for years now he has
been busy with his beehives and Walt Whit-
man. He is a fine Greek scholar and quite
the handsomest man in Ireland, but I wish
he would devote his imagination to some na-
tional purpose. Cosmopolitan literature is,
at best, but a poor bubble, though a big one.
Creative work has always a fatherland.

Miss O'Leary is preparing for the press a
collection of her poems. Her friends, who
have undertaken all business matters concern-
ing the book, have decided to have for frontis-
pieces photographs of Miss O'Leary and Mr.